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INTRODUCTION 

A compilation of such writings within my litetime 
is a great honour nevertheless do | take for 
granted the inspiration of God Almighty that 
continues to overflow as | articulate what is 
being revealed to me. 


The compilation is broken down into four 
categories namely: Factuals, testimonials, drama 
and heartlines. Each category is explained at the 
start of each section. 


Poetry is not just a means of expression but 
rather a direct report from the various influence 
in spirits that influences poets to write. It does 
not surprise me that every little piece of 
literature is an expression of a spiritual world 
that exist in our natural world. |am forever trilled 
with the opportunity to have encountered 
various spirits that have shared various 
information and allowed me to tell some of their 
stories. Be it either good or bad spirits, the 
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Creator of them is 1 and they express the 
vastness of both good and evil within the Creator 
Himself. 
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THE WATERED 
WHISPERS OF 
WONDER 


NJABULO CHRISWELL SITHOLE 


Factuals 


A collection of literature that explores 
facts and truths shared by the poet 
regarding various situations. Aggression, 
disgust and great discouragement are 
properties transferred within factuals — all 
in opposing prevalent evils. 
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Untamed desire 


She runs into the 
Street like a teenager 
Who has been caged 
By her parents. 

For most of her life 
Into her own death. 


Like a child in a toy store with 
various varieties yet struggles 
with the ability to make a choice 
then suddenly cries for all 

of the toys at once. 


Desire, oh desire! 

Your sting of consequence is unrivalled. 
You outstandingly leave man in 

regret and sometimes in unbearable guilt. 


Desire! You are like an untamed wild horse, 
You are free yet you are deadly 
if you are not restrained carefully. 


If you Desire can conquer 

the same David that killed Goliath 
and you Desire can make the 
wisest man to ever live have 
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a foolish ending to his life. 


You Desire are an open passage 
to the endlessness within both life and death. 


You are a hero when restrained 

and you help a man achieve great 
things when coupled with discipline 
but on the other hand, 

you are a dangerous villain 
especially when greed is your friend. 


Desire, oh desire! 
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You are giving to yourself 


Oh do you remember the torn 
pair of shoes that you gave 

to that old man? 

Do you remember the 20 CENTS 
you gave to that women because 
she was persistent in her request? 


Do you remember the families 

You gave foods that were manufactured by 
companies that you, yourself would not 
buy for your own family? 

Do you remember the unwanted 

clothing you gave away just to 

clean your wardrobe? 


It was not the black man that 

you gave to nor the white woman 

that you gave to nor was it the Indian child 
that you gave to but yourself. 


You are that beggar on the road. 

You are the waitress you did not tip. 

You are the family that you gave the least to. 

You are the cries of your neighbour that you ignored. 


If only you knew that the person 
you are giving to is yourself not God 
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and not to His laws but to yourself. 


If it's going to be mediocre, 
if it's going to be less than 
what you can give best then 
rather not give at all up until 
you love yourself enough 

to love yourself in others. 
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Men! Oh beloved mankind 


The arguments are dusty. 

The narratives have dead ends. 

The old is new and the new is old. 

The questions all lead to a still Creator 
Who laughs and smiles 


Of His own foolishness expressed in men. 


The stories are phenomenal 
while the lessons are hardly 
ever learnt. 


The speeds are immortal 

that not even the human flesh 
can survive. 

The beauties are scandalous 
Everywhere, 

No wonder heaven is 

without gender. 


All men's work for themselves 
Is but vain even the divine 
Climaxes are but known 

To the Creator. 

He never gets bored 

Of His own repetition. 
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Despite dying devotions 


Like the dusty winds coming 

from the North pushing me 

to the South so 

are the oppressing pleasures of life. 


Spare me the forgotten loyalties 

of friends and fellow believers, 

where help is justified for them 

in time of need but never justified 

for you as a friend that always 

lays down his life for them. 

These are the heartless humans 

that watch their heroes die 

and yet have enough will to pray 

to God Almighty to send them new heroes 
because none of them are brave 
enough to pay the price of the saviour. 


So are the orphans worked 

tirelessly by those with parents, 

The widowers are forever insulted 

by those whose husbands are still alive, 

and the strangers are killed in foreign 

land although they work diligently with their hands. 


Our tears equivalent to every 
drop in the ocean yet 
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none of them seem to trigger 

any significant response from the Almighty. 
Perhaps, He speaks whenever it suits Him. 
Remember, we were told not to 

complain in our silent wait for Him. 


Despite dying devotions! 

How shall we tell the multitudes that 
we have led to the hope of 

His existence that we 

ourselves are without help? 

How shall | keep on telling 

my people to pray while hunger 
eliminates the life out of them 

as the greedy continue to prosper? 


Burdened by the men that lead 
at this very time for even their 
last clothing will 

be stripped from them and their 
children will constantly be 
made a mockery unendingly so. 
For the crimes of their fathers 

is to speak of a hope that 

seems not to draw near. 


Despite reciting many declarations, 
sowing many seeds into various grounds 
yet nothing seems to grow. 

Is it the seed that is cursed or 

is it the ground that is cursed 
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on behalf of the seed? 


Proclaiming His promises in the various 
lives of the saints and seeing no results 
from day-to-day yet they perceive 

that He will come through. 


Let them who believe, believe! 

Let them who hope, hope! 

Let them who trust, trust even with 
the little of themselves that 

remain despite dying devotions. 
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Same woman different bodies 


Even the one you are going to meet 

is insecure and has a low self-esteem. 

Of course she will think from time to time 
that she is no longer attractive as 
compared to other women that 

she sees every day. 


If you are too good, 

You will trigger the alarms 

And you will increase her suspicions. 
Nevertheless! You will be on her 
highest guard. 

You would be foolish 

to think she only looks 

at you without understanding 
that she looks at you even 

when you are not looking 

at yourself. 


They're all clingy at first 

until they get comfortable 

to meet you outside their home 
without makeup. 


Mostly, they are forever 
wanting of the same 
time you need to use 
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to make money 
the balance is never easy. 


They never tell you things directly, 
They always want your logic 
mind to read through their emotions. 


Off course they are insensitive, 

deaf to your genuine concerns 

as they happen 

then they wonder when the 

doctor prescribes you antidepressants 
as to why you never vented 

to their uncompassionate selves. 


Their ignorance is bliss. 

What she said she will not do, 
she will do, so embrace yourself 
for failed expectations 

and reoccurring disappointments. 


Forever on the receiving end 

and faithful to what they receive 
Not necessarily the giver. 

And if they do give, 

You will be reminded 

of their giving as 

it will be forever 

counted against you, 

Especially in your woke departure 
To signify her perishing importance. 
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Perhaps you say,” there's a 
better one in the the 
North as compared to 
those in the south”. 

You are in for a surprise 

to realize that their 

kind is everywhere. 


Look at the crimes of 
their mothers 

And understand that 
you are the next victim 
like their fathers. 


If her surrounding is immoral, 
Chances of her not being immoral 
Are very slim even though she be religious. 


Dare to treat her as she treats 
you and she will immediately file 
for lovelessness from you. 

But who do you cry to as a man? 
It seems like even the Divine 

Is fed up with her arguments, 
Fed up of her not 

accounting for anything. 


So you are bound to accept 
the insincere apologies. 
Console yourself quickly 
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for she will not continually 
apologize to you 

But yours have to be many 
should you wrong her. 


Their foolish hearts 
know no contentment 
in consuming charm 
No matter how modest 
they pretend to be. 


You are to be forgotten 
now and then 

Because you are not really 
That important, 

As you think that the special 
dinners are for you 

Nor are the dancings 

of seductive lingerie. 

It is all but a distraction 
from the fact that you 

are not the only man 

at her slaughter. 


Untie not her complicated life, 
For her secrets will 

certainly kill you. 

Do not worry about finding 
out anything for her 
conscience has not 

stop punishing her 
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but like a soldier 
she will die with 
everything unconfessed. 


Better the devil you 
fighting and endure in 
yourself than the devil 


you have to fight and endure in her. 


Keep the detailing 

of your plans brief to her 

For at times you'll be surprised 
if another man beats 

you to its execution with a grin 
And a wink at you although 

He be a total stranger. 


Cleanse yourself thoroughly 
for you know not 
what kind of fool 
was on your bed. 


If only | could spare you 

the bone-breaking 

Troubles ahead and the 

many silent tears you will cry. 

| will then rob you 

of an adventure you 

should really avoid but you won't 
because your curiosity 

young man never 
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ceases to amaze me 


Understand that she will hide herself 
In all the qualities and modesty that is 
attractive to men of good sense. 

If only you had the patience Time has, 


You would see her for what she really is. 


Whether you go to the South 

or the North or the West 

even the East. 

Better be it that you 

exercise caution and 

mostly embrace yourself for 

the sufferings you about to incur, 
Which are better off told by old men 
In the absence of their wrinkled wives. 
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The priests 


Absolute liars who 

recite concepts they 
themselves have 

never questioned. 

Men of images and 
drunkards of note. 

Tools of the oppressors 
who by no means 

try for equality among men. 


In every war you find one 
that blesses the army, 
deeming the commanders 
Fury and hatred as 


God's passion for vengeance. 


Cowardice enough not 

to rebuke the foolishness 

of tyrants. 

Slick womanizers that 

prey on widowers, orphans, 
the vulnerable and the wives 
of simpletons. 


Manipulators that direct 
food to their own stomachs 
while congregants die 
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of hunger as they are 
told to pray more. 


They know what to say 
and how to say it 

and whom to say to. 
Their eloquence is 
Uncontested. 


They are often found fighting 
unendingly for the mass 
control of people's 

reality, enforcing off 

course biblical psychology. 


They own the people 

On behalf of the Queen 

that transcripted the Holy 
book from Africa 

using unquestionable 

Black faces whose price 

for compromise lead to their 


death in their obvious post-rebellion. 


Now they don't wear robes. 
They are professional mafias, 
Who smuggled drug money into 
the coffers of the church 

And turn virgins into prostitutes 
As they remarry them 

to the highest bidders again 
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And again. 


They Lord over the people. 
They suppress the spiritual gifts 
of others and hinder 

the calls of others. 


Look at them lavishly 

silence the called 

with the best the world 

has yet to offer and if conformity 
to their lavish offers cannot 
silence the Divine trumpet 
within you, yours 

therefore is a 

mysterious death. 


Corrupted voluntarily to the core 
Yet not without repentance 
To the graciousness of His truth. 
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When the love for this 
world replaced God Almighty 


They all started like you 

promising to build Me 

mosques churches and temples, 
promising to take care of orphans, 
widowers and strangers, 

promising to build me cities , 

to bring activity and proactivity in 
the lives of man so that they don't starve. 
But where are they today? 

They are all over the world 
drowning in many pleasures to the 
end of their very lives prematurely. 


They have neglected the orphans, 

the widower and the strangers 
instead they have turned to prosecute 
them innocently, they have taken land 
and everything they have from them. 


The same workers they vowed to generously 
pay wages and salaries to, 

are crying non-stop as they 

are not paid fully to this day. 


The mosques, the churches, the temples 
are all in ruins. 
The ministers have to manipulate scriptures 
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so that they can appeal to 
their hard-core hearts 
and not die of hunger. 


They all started like you making promises 

and taking oaths in my Name highlighting that 
they would diligently serve me once | granted 
favour but they ignore the beggar on the road 
and they drive past squatter camps 

that they vowed to build into proper homes. 


You are not a making a new promise to Me 
and it's not that | don't know the end 

of your heart but | will test you 

and severely disown you if you 

do not keep your word 

just like | have handed them 

to the devil to use for his 

appetite nevertheless his 

appetite does not hinder my will. 
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The Potter's hands 


From His endless vastness. 


He sort to create 

Off Himself what 

He desired, 

What He deemed 
Profitable to Himself 
And what He would 
Acclaim "Good". 


The world spinning 
At His feet , 
Centred around it 
Is clay taking 
Shape in His 
Steady hands. 


Oh! How He crushes it , 
Removes everything 


Not worthy of being final . 


And the clay hates 
Being separated from 
Its attachments. 

It forever questions 
The Potter anyhow 
Yet He remains still. 


Still enough to take 


Page 21|121 


Pleasure in the pressure 
Applied to the clay. 


With tears and 

a few laughs to the 
Company of Himself, 
The Potter takes 
Delight in His work. 


At the end. 
Clay isa 
Glittered bowl. 
Big enough for 
The Potter to 


Eat from - a vessel indeed! Is 
What the Potter had in mind. 
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Life is all vain 


| considered the 
Wisdom found in youth 
and the foolishness 
found in elders. 

Both, | found futile! 


| looked closely at 
Hell's torment 

and | stared at 
Heaven's tranquillity. 
In both, | found that 
God Almighty delighted 


in creating and inhabiting them. 


Both good 

and evil men, die. 
Both, live the full 
Length of what God 
Almighty predestined 
them to. 


This | found that human 
Beings are not independent 
from all kind of spirits. 

And that all kinds of spirits 
Stream from God Almighty. 


Men love to die in stupid wars 
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their bravery is but a waste. 
Argue not with anybody 
who reasons with emotions, 
you will incur a hater. 


Women bare too many secrets 
that no man can bare. 

Rather let women 

die with them. 


Vexation to your peace 

is the constant tolerance 

given to men who lack common 
Sense and women who are 
forever immoral. 


The world is an infinite 
Repetition and a mirror. 
What it offers is endless 
So much that greed is a 
Man's destruction to 
Himself. 


No human is ever worthy 
of your trust. 

Study their level of betrayal 
realistically otherwise you 
Will not have friends 

or even marry. 


Have a few reliable 
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Friends who can take and give 
Reproach with love. 


Values and principles, 
You have for yourself. 
Even the best virtues 
are present of suffering. 


Impose not your beliefs 
on others and demerit 
Nobody for not following 
your narratives. 


Watch your tongue 
otherwise you will 

incur enemies unnecessarily. 
Be brief in the presence 

of men you are not fond off. 


Live out your age. 
Thrill moderately 
in your youth. 


Pray when you are lead 
anytime and in all 

your praying, be it 

in God's will. 
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You are doing enough to save the world! 


You have found your identity in Christ. 

You have reconciled with men. 

You are living a peaceful life. 

You are walking in your integrity. 

You are humbly walking with God Almighty. 


God Almighty has you 
prospering you enough 

To be kind to strangers, 
generous to orphans 

and charitable to widowers 
And your household 

Is well taken care off. 


You are doing enough to save the world! 


You have married the 
love of your life. 

You are loving her 
despite all challenges, 
imperfections and flaws. 
You prized her above 

all else so much 

that your prayers 

are not even hindered. 


You are doing enough to save the world! 
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Although you are not perfect, 
You are accountable. 

Despite being weak 

and vulnerable at 

times, you are blameless. 


Your name cannot be discredited. 
Your reputation cannot be lost. 
For your character in Christ 

is enough to back up 

the lover that you are. 


You are doing enough to save the world! 


You are speaking up 

for the oppressed. 

You are standing up 

for the truth. 

You fear no man. 

You exchange no favours 
with anybody at the 
expense of the truth. 


You are doing enough 

to save the world and yours, 
my friend is a seat 

next to the Son 

In His reign forever. 
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How angels fell for the daughters of men 


Joseph and 

Elijah fled for 

their lives while Boaz 
held his horses but 
the rest had to repent. 


Show me the irresistible 
Bathsheba that drove 
Sense out of David 

So much that he 
surrendered his 
Weapons. 

She was just 

taking a bath! 


Remember Delilah 
whose touch had 
Samson spitting out 
Secrets like a man 
Held at gunpoint. 


Shall we not forget the 
Egyptian Hagar 

Who Sarah served 

Her husband with. 
Little did Sarah know 
That God Almighty 
Was going to have 
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the last long laugh. 


Drunk Jacob woke up 
Next to the woman 

He didn't love yet 

lost his first experience 
to. 


Women! Women! 

Not even the wisest man 

could escape the snare 

of their soft lips, the promiscuity 

of their tongues and their pleasurable 
appearances. 


How angels fell for the 
Daughters of men... 
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Suicide 


lam suicide 

the son of guilt 

and depression. 

| live in low self-esteem, 
where mockery evolves. 
| go to a school called 
Destructive criticism, 
my teachers are Mrs Obesity 
and Mr Thin Slick. 

Here the rich and poor 
Share the same fate. 


Alcohol helps us to forget 
our miseries. 

Drugs take us up into 
Short rest. 

Church tries to encourage us 
to live in faith. 

Good and bad children, 
Quiet and talkative, 
Loved and those unloved. 
Think about me 

yes! Me, Suicide 

In situations that 

Labour depression 

from a guilty conscience, 
l emerge. 

| prey on broken hearts. 
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Top celebrities, 
Known politicians, 
Rich rollers. 
Never ignore me 
in fearful and 
Hopeless times, 


yet without doubt 

lam a hell-breed. 

Call me a condition, 

a situation, an event 

Even a thought. 

| am ready to sell 

you death 

with an unlimited warranty 
of tormenting hell. 
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When the well of love is full 
But no one dares to drink from it 


Why casualize the commitment 
that arises from love? 

Why reduce something 

so unmeasurable? 

Why manage something 

that comes orderly? 


Yes! The well of death 

has filled the tanks of many 

as they are told that the well of love 

is poisonous. 

Poisonous enough to overlook 

Faults, to energize godly 

characters and to heal humanity of its rage 
and rebellious towards a loving God. 


Look at the beggar down the street 

who finds no better comfort in smoking glue. 
The very glue he brought 

From the money he made 

By making a fool of himself. 

All we think about is how much money 

And never how much love. 


Look at the church with 
A falling roof, 

Whose members’ parade 
Wealth in the view 

Of suffering people 
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Oh! What heartache it is 
To drink from the well of death. 


Shall | smile at the shady knees in winter, 
Piercing the pants of a schooling dreamer 
Nor the girl who legs rain blood, 

Who is mocked unendingly for 

a skirt knitted with various colours 

And is therefore a victim of suicide? 

Oh! What cruelty the well of death brings 


Who can erase the insecurity 

Of the rich man whose sickly family 
Has no interaction with the 
Suffering public? 

Who shall remove his burden 

Of all the evil he has done? 

The loud cries of the millions 

He killed in one person 

Will never cease in his hears 

Until a public confession is made 


Shame to the thief 
Whose hunger killed him 
As he tried to steal from 
The greedy. 


Sympathy to the widower 

And her children 

For her parasitic in-laws 

Will see to it 

That she will receive no compensation 
From her husband’s will 
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What more can the well of death 
Bring forth other than a sweet preparation 
To hell? 


Remind the pilgrim 

To leave with His blessing 
As his presence is called 
An expense 

And no longer hospitality. 


Oh! | see them without fruits 
Indeed gold without any refinerication. 


All is thirsty 
Yet none walks near the well of love. 
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Trust nobody but God 


Tell them no secrets. 

No hidden motives. 

Well, have a good conversation 
With them. 

Keep your desires 

Between you and God 

That’s enough. 


Off course love them unconditional 
Because they will betray you. 

They are bound to make mistakes, 
To disappoint 

And to be senseless at times 

Yes! They are flesh 

And spiritually becoming. 


They timely learn hard lessons 
Expect no immediate apology 
Prior to their justification. 
Wait for their consciences to 
Prove them guilty. 


Why trust the sparkle in 

Their eyes? 

The colour of their pupil 

Might as well their convincing 
Professional tongues 

That contradict in the long run? 


Yes! They are flesh. 
They love to be empty advertisements 
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With modest outlooks 
Yet with impurity 

And immorality concealed 
In their hearts. 


When they say they love, 

| mean, when they think they love 
They will lie to you about a self 
They are not. 


None is always just but 
Don’t despair 
Not all are without virtue. 


A rare few are 

Trustworthy and reliable. 

| must caution that you test 
Them thoroughly in accordance 
To love. 


Why not indulge your trust in Him, 

Who foresees the paths you need to travel? 
Yes! He who conceals no truth from you? 
He who will deliver you groomed and ready 
For your groom? 
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Testimonials 


A series of poem based on difficult 
and tempting experiences that 
happened in the poet’s life. 
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| woke up from a crime 


Like any ignorant youngster with 
unlimited ambition to attain wealth 
in my prime so was my 
unnourished enthusiasm, 

a trick to an early prison. 


The motives were all set at a better 
life while | ignored the best life | had. 
Like, any young man | wanted 

to outperform my own father 

and to show everyone that 

| could wear shoes twice the 

size of my father’s feet. 


When you sleep through a whole lot 

of dreams then wake up 

to the opportunity to make someone else 
cry so that you can attain those very dreams. 
Oh! What a scam! 


Spare me the arrogance that comes 
with little ill-gotten wealth that couldn’t 
satisfy my endless greed. 


So, | gambled without counting 

the cost of my losses. 

So, | made associates who knew 

people who could get things done quickly. 
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So, | took on a disguise that 
created a positive image of myself 
while my hands were very dirty. 


For an educated youngster, 
these were extremely 
poor decisions! 


At the door of a shrine, 

| turned my back and walked 

to the displeasure of the man 

who vowed to help me gain wealth wickedly. 


Disaster struck one by one 
and | was left stranded 
But not without my mother's prayers. 


| was determined to survive this 

but every time I tried to swim, 

my feet failed to paddle and | saw 
myself drinking a gallon of life's worst. 


Even my good counsellors seemed 

to have been spelled. 

Let alone my trusted helpers, 

whose very hands, begin to let go off me. 


A transaction had gone 

and the source of his investment 
into my enterprise | didn't know 
nor did | seek 


Page 39|121 


to find out. 
Man! It was drug money. 


Sitting at the police station 
with a swollen face. 

My whole young life 

resting at the discretion of 
angry detectives whom | 
repeatedly swore at 
Regardless of being 

given an account that 

| had nothing to do with this 
by the man himself. 


When | was released 

A few minutes later 

with almost having lost my hearing 
to the violence slaps 

of these notoriously and 

corrupt detectives. 


| drove as fast as | could 
to reach my bed 
So that | could wake up 
from this crime. 
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When | played with fire 


Who could resist the endless 
beauty hidden within 
the wives of notorious men? 


Ensnaring and promiscuous are 
these fine creatures, whose touch 
causes one's blood to heat up 

like an engine and to move 

faster than a race car. 


Judge me enough but 
| will not deprive myself 
of such costly pleasure. 


Although my life hangs at 

the mercy of these merciless tyrants 
who filled the graves with 

many undeserved corpses 

so will | face the 

Fate of my compromise like 

brave solider given to fight 

useless wars. 


With no warning shots, 
they hurried to take 
all that I've had just 
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to hit me unconditionally 
where it hurts the most. 


My young life flashing 
all because of my foolishness 
and lack of self-control. 


Forbidden the pleasure was 
But nothing could stop 

the craftiness of my tongue 
and the strength of a stallion 
Bestowed within my loins. 


It was either me or him 
Depending on who was going to 
send bullets fast. 


Afar an army that 
was ready for a new 
king watched. 


In my inexperience | shot 
a lucky, weak-willed bullet 
that hit directly at his heart. 


The unnecessary game 
was far from over. 
He survived the hit 
meanwhile | ran to 
nowhere to start again. 
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| will not do it 


| will not wreck your home, 
Defile your marriage bed 
because you love me. 


| also aman 

For God's sake 

just like your husband. 
How do you think | 
Would feel if | knew 

That my wife is 

Dearly submitting herself 
To another man 

While she persistently 
Disrespects and deprives me of 
The dessert of our union? 


Rather call me 

all kinds of names 
but | will not have 
you. 


Though your silk skin 
Glows in the dark 
and your lips drip 
Honey 

and my foolish heart 
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wants you. 
| will not do it! 


| choose to walk away 
and to run as quickly 
as | can for | will not 
Share in the curses 
God and your husband 
will pronounce on 

the men of your 
Infidelities. 


It will not be me at all 

to even think of depriving 
your children of a happy 
Home and have my life 
at the mercy ofa 
hot-tempered man. 


Rather the coward | am 
than the dead adulterer 
you want me to be. 


You don't love me 
because if you did, 
you would love 

the man you settled 
for and live far away 
from me. 


Forget childhood memories. 
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That's in the past 

and what's present is that 
you are a married woman 
with children therefore 


you are prohibited pleasure. 


| will not endanger my life 
for you nor does my 
world end 

when you are not in it. 


Consider me as good 
as dead and live peacefully 
with that conscience. 
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The friends that never answered your call 


Yes! they heard all the news about you. 

They followed your wall on Facebook. 

They hardly hearted your memories on Instagram 
nevertheless retweeted your agent tweets for help. 


They saw your profile on Indeed 

but never hired you. 

They viewed you countlessly on LinkedIn 
but never endorsed you. 


They ignored you as you hitchhiked 

on the side of the road. 

Drove even fast when they noticed that 

it was your car that broke down on the highway. 
They closed up their tinted windows 

to avoid greeting you as they passed your house. 


They invited you to their weddings 
but never came to yours. 

They expected birthday gifts 

but they couldn't walk 5 minutes 
to see you in hospital. 


You are used whenever they have wants 
But they can never be found 
whenever you need them. 


Page 46|121 


Your hardships are 

a comedy show to them. 

Your tears, a breath-taking sight. 
Your breaking voice, the best tune 
to their ears. 

And your death is equivalent to the 
Joy that believers 

will have when 

Jesus Christ comes back. 


If ever your call has 

been missed several times 
Rather than my friend 

be without them. 


Oh friends that never answered 
your call! 
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Fleeing from the devil 


| have constantly fled 
Into God's loving hands 
with enough conviction 
to lead a pure life. 


| have fled from all kinds of friends 

because the devil was there, 

in their foolishness, lack of self-control and skilful 
promiscuity, he was there. 


| have fled from business associates 

because the devil was there, 

in their pursuit of wealth as greed 

entangled them to spill blood unendingly so. 


| have fled from the women my heart dearly 

loved because the devil was there, 

in their ensnaring, captivating touch, endless wicked 
counsels, dishonour, envy and lack of virtue, he was there. 


| have fled from family 

because the devil was there, 

in their endless gossip, unforgiveness 

and rivalry against each other, he was there. 
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| have fled from the brethrens 
because the devil was there, 

In their hypocrisy, divisiveness, 
lovelessness and pride, he was there. 


| have fled from the neighbours 
because the devil was there, 
in their hatred, envy and evil counsels. 


Yet in unknown strangers 
God Almighty was there. 
In their compassion, charity and godly counsel. 


| marvelled at the few places 
where God Almighty was 

and constantly had to flee 

the many places the devil existed. 


So | pursued a very lonely life. 
Away from everybody 

yet even on my own, 

the devil was there however 
restrained and at my allowances. 


It was then | discovered the 

close range between heaven and hell. 
How both can camouflage to be the other. 
A vain test this is. 


However it is intriguing that all men 
should know that to be closest 
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to God Almighty automatically 
brings you nearer to the devil. 


All this however is vain 

So enjoy your drink and eat 

With gladness for yours my friend 
Is uncertainty forever. 
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Families 


We didn't choose 

These blood sucking 
Bodies given to evil spirits, 
who don't get 

Tired of eating 

each other alive. 


Through these two-faced 
Doves so is the world 

Dark for the orphan, the 
Underestimate "Bastard" 
Who is born hated 

As he is a demerit 

To the family's illlusionated 
Reputation. 


Crowned for foolishness 

is the wickedly rich, learned menace 
referred to as uncles and aunts, 
who dictate over 

Sensible, sacrificial 

and hardworking members 

of the family. 


The good-hearted ones 
Die too soon 
Leaving fools that 
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we by default must 
give tolerance, love 
and avoidance 

just for our peace. 


Forever turning 

their children on the leash 

like blood thirsty wild dogs 
Commanded on each other 

so are these old idiots 

who rape their own nieces 

and molest their own nephews. 
Yes! Fools that deny children they 
youthfully spilled 

in the streets. 


The mothers are a brood 
of vipers. 

Chopping each other 
Heads and going about 
like headless chickens. 
Poisoning, monitoring 
and plotting against 
whoever is ahead of 
their own children. 
These mothers maintain 
The hatred passed on by 
Their mothers to them 
Without any form 

of discernment. 
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Cursed to be too good 


| don't know what my father 

did and to whom did he do it 

But whoever it is surely 

laid a curse on him to be too good, 


| recall his unconditional 
and selfless giving to 
many would not do 

The same to him. 


He trusted man who 

he foreknew would betray him. 
He gave mercy unendingly despite 
catching them in the act. 


He knew you were 
lying to him and yet 
he forgave your lies 
as you told him. 


A sharp man who turned 
things around to the 


benefit of others more than himself. 


All his acts of nobility 
Were for the good of 
others more than himself 
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| don't understand why 

he remained a servant 

and a slave to many 

while he had the 

ability to master over them. 


| don't understand 
why my father was too 
soft and how he 

let people get away 
with things easily. 


He would become the lamb 

that is slaughtered for all to gain. 
He would become the light 

in everyone else darkness. 


Why such total goodness 
in a human being? 

Why such unconditional 
Love ina man? 


He was indeed unbelievable. 
His overflowing generosity 
made no sense so is his 
unrestricted sympathy towards 
even those he did not know. 


Forever giving his best even to strangers. 


He had many acts of charity 
hidden from his wife. 
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For a minute | hated his good 
and merciful judgement even 
to those who did not deserve it. 


How | found his unconditional 
forgiveness at times foolish to my reason. 


The worst | fear is that |am also becoming 
that man. 

If God Almighty lends me a son, 

| also would like him to embrace 

the curse of being too good although 

it is a total waste to the moderation 

of a good life. 
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When | embraced my heart 


| concluded that there was no God 

so | accepted the bid of fame, 

wealth and long life offered to me 

by an evil spirit on the condition that 

| did not write or speak about God Almighty. 


| travelled the world to taste 

all the kinds of beauties bestowed in women. 
All types and shapes, | embraced their 
breasts. 

Even the wives of other men, 

| did not withhold myself from enjoying. 


| woke up on a new bed somewhere 
, in some country every single day 
as the money | had saw no ending. 


| didn't need too many words to say 

for the world to greatly applaud me. 

My appearance made women 

take off their underwears 

which often times made men very angry. 


| bought cars, houses and yachts, 
anything that | set my heart to, 


| would create with the money that | had. 


| tested all kinds of wine 
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and embraced all kinds of cigars. 
Laughed foolishly with all the 
notorious men in the world. 


People were possessed 

by what they did not 

know that forced them 

to simply surrender their money. 


| could get any position | wanted 
to my satisfaction and at 
the cost of any honest man. 


My presence could not be resisted 
and whoever heard my words was 
lured to believe everything 

| said to be the honest truth. 


Getting all this | found 
no satisfaction. 
Although | gave to 
many selflessly so. 

| did not want them 
to shout praises 

to God Almighty 
and they never 
asked why as they 
help they needed 
was received. 


You know that | 
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got no satisfaction. 

My soul was dying 

and medicine could not 
come to my rescue. 


Returning to God Almighty meant 
| would lose everything. 

With Him | didn't have 

all this but | hada 

peace that surpassed 

all understanding 

and at least my life 

had meaning and purpose. 


What a total bore 

pleasure became to me. 

So, | returned to write 

and speak about God Almighty 
and all hell broke loose on me. 
The prison doors opened and 
Oh! My beloved soul 

was preserved in Him. 
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Drama 


Thrilling complexities of love, relationship 
and broken trust experienced in the 
poet’s life. 
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If | could love you any less 


Although you thought you could 

escape from me and the world 

could offer you anything better 

than the best that was already on your table. 


| welcome you back with open 
arms and a heart that 
has forgiven unconditionally. 


| stand before you with my old 

and rusty tools ready to mend 

every broken piece that they left hanging 
out for dear life on you. 


Even if | wanted to disown you 
| can't for you have given me purpose 
as a protector, a provider and a lover. 


| understand more that you are 
weaker vessel and that | am indebted 
and instructed to love you. 


Your broken pieces do not scare me. 

| have mended them countlessly before 
and you returning to your vomit does 
not scare me either. 


You may be strong in areas 
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where I'm weak but | am strong 


in the very areas where you are weaker. 


Do not worry. 

Our children will not know about this. 
Before they were even born 

you were long entrusted to me. 
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| saw her leave without stepping an 
inch away from me 


Remind me not of the 
half-hearted love songs quietly hymned. 


The cold greetings normally given 
to an unwanted visitor 
became my daily routine. 


The endless allowances for her faults 

| made with a heart continuously 
ready to be crucified. 

Oh! Jesus why did you make me good? 


| loved a prideful woman 

whose emotions and feelings 

had the better off in situations 

that required her gentleness and quiet spirit. 


Do not entirely despair with me in my 
Young sorrows for | had been warned. 


| would not have known the difference 
if | did not pursue wisdom 
nor give attention to knowledge 


As flawed as she was 


Page 62|121 


much inspiration to liberate men 

everywhere even in my own chosen prison 

As | remain with the broken pieces of my heart. 
| regret not of the wasted time 

and irrefundable love. 


For my life's lot, 
| solely embrace. 
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Allow me to love again 


Eternal is love. 
Joyful are them 
That truly love. 


Take me to the sight 

Of your perfect smile, 

Your flawless walk. 

Oh yes! Your irresistible touch 
And the warmth of your embrace. 


Chemistry captivated. 
Infatuational wildness freed 
To sheets of sweet morning 
Disappointments. 


What shall | render to heal 
The wounds | didn't cause, 
To the insecurities 

| didn't build, 

To the character 

| was denied to influence 
Into Love's direction? 


Count me noble 

For giving you my best 
At your worst! 
Agreements downsize 
When challenges and 
Challengers arise. 
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Each to his 

Pole of misery. 

As partnership fails 

Under test, 

As friendship 

Sees no value 

In correction. 

Which hinders, the best of the love 
We once envisioned. 


Shall | then mourn 

To the age of grey? 
Shall | weep revengingly 
In the thighs of the 
Vulnerable? 

Oh help me God! 


The search is 

Never easy as 

Every compromise 
Costs now or later 
And none of the losses 
Can be undone. 


Love be my highest joy, 

My dwelling peace, 

My everlasting purpose. 

Be it to love! 

As fish depend on the ocean 
So will my every 

Pulse be a grant to love 
Once more. 
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That was your white gown 


| took many clues, 
put them 
together and 

they gave me 

the whole picture. 


You spoke ill 

off him severely 
to me just so that | 
Didn't detect 

that you and him 
have had an affair 
for years. 


How you fantasized 
about carrying his 
Surname had he given 
you the opportunity to 
as both your elders 
supported the notions. 


To this day, | fear your 
Level of secrecy as such 

is able to kill any good man. 
What an inherited ability 
You have grown to 
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Master. 


Lies and lies were yours 
to cover up everything 
not even the reality 

of God Almighty 

Could scare you. 


So | watched from a 
Distance knowing that 
| was the backup plan 


that struggled to materialize. 


When you heard 

That he was marrying 
Before you, 

Your entire body 
Shutdown as 

You dragged yourself 
To everything, everyday 
As you still can't believe 
That he chose her over 
You. 


The day came and you 
Sickly forged your absence 
in pursuit to hide your 
Dismaying hurt. 


Picking up the broken 
Pieces was a task 
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| had to courageously 
Abandon as | forged 
towards my own 
Future with someone 
More sincere. 
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Oh! I was afraid that you were also capable 


Capable enough to eat sugar 
and wipe it off your lips then 
come home to kiss me as if nothing happened. 


| took every medication that 
enhanced my smelling capabilities so 
that your laundry can be scanned In-and-Out. 


| ate more carrots so that my eyes 
could see the invisible fingerprints 
of another woman on your chest. 


| looked for clues 

in the phone numbers 
you did not save 

and the numbers 

you blocked. 


It couldn't be that you treated 

me so well so nice and with so much love 
without even the slightest feed 

to my insecurities. 


Your goodness! Man! Deprived 


me of the drama that most women 
clearly want to see 
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| haven't cried that much with you 

Except tears of joy, 

You haven't broken my heart 

as many times as | could take the hurt. 

You don't fight with me as | deserve 

as you let a lot slide and apologize for things 
that you are not wrong for. 

What a good thing you are. 


Yet |am afraid that you are 

also capable of being the bad boy 
that every woman love and enjoy 
until they realise that it is all stupid 
and that you my good man are 
want they truly need. 


Perhaps, | am a girl trapped 

in a woman's body and | do not 
understand the peace and stability 
that your character brings. 
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You don't owe me anything 


Yes! To the years I've spent with you 

and the love | have given unendingly to you. 
Yes! Even to this very end, 

you don't owe me anything. 


What | was to you and what | am to you 

is an expression of myself. 

it is what | brought to the table 

And if my wholeness did not satisfy you. 

| am not sorry to say that | cannot keep you any longer 
because of your ungratefulness. 


At first | couldn't live without 
but now |am more than 
ready to be without as long 
As |am with me. 


Rather be at my table with gratefulness 

and appreciation and if not excuse yourself 
with no strings attached. 

No comebacks when you realise 

that the wholesomeness offered at 

my table was all you needed to have a good life. 
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So it was your wedding 


Lied to from the beginning 
though with a strong precaution 
from an elderly stranger 

that kept me writing 

everything you said in pencil. 


| calculated the betrayal 

, envisioned the disappointment 
and played along to the best 

of my strength. 


He was there all the time 

, everyone knew expect me. 
Although, hints did give 

But | was too in love. 

Too in love 

to trust that you 

would never do 

such a thing to 

a good man like me. 


Who was | fooling 

to trust completely 

to believe fully 

and to wholeheartedly 
give off myself. 


All these years 
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Packed with monthly 
Anniversaries and 
Birthdays unendingly 
were but a disguised 
lie. 


Seeing an invitation card 
to your wedding from 

a neighbour had me 
Collapse into a short 
Eternity. 

| survived before 

we started. 
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Will he leave me? 


You stare into my eyes 
Wondering whether this fairytale 
Well-played by this handsome 
Knight will ever come to an end. 


The best of his good heart 

he serves daily unendingly to me. 
| try not to remember 

the days of his absence 

though it remains a memory. 


Spare me the wonderful 

thoughts shared in the breaking dawn 
as my hands walked 

up his hairy chest 

after several hours 

of sweaty love-making 

where he handled my 

body like he built it 

himself. 


How can he know 
what to say 

and how to act? 
How well-scripted 
is his masculinity. 


Treated extensively like a queen 
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so is enough attention given to me. 


Spoilt until my jaws drop, 
His goodness finishes 
me always. 


In my feminine mind, 
| continuously 
dispute the existence 
of the man before 
Me as that he 
cannot be real. 
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He healed me 


Despite bleeding on him over 
wounds he did not cause 
so is this gentle lover. 


Taking care of me every time 
| pretended to be strong 

and chased everybody who 
tried to be of support to me. 


It was my independency 
that caused so much pride in me 
and as a result | always perceived him wrong. 


My perception about him was 
no different from boys 

trapped in men's bodies that 
just wanted to ejaculate on me. 
Little, did my insecurities know 
that he was different. 


This was a different man all together. 
Who cared and loved me genuinely. 
Who for the first time in my life, 

| mattered to a man. 


Careful to my fragile nature. 
He always kept his calm 
Even in situations where 


Page 76|121 


| completely misunderstood him. 
Perhaps, he was not 
from this planet. 


He would pray for me. 

He would believe in me. 

He would selflessly gave to me. 

She would make me laugh. 

Like a little girl that has 

just fallen in love for the first time so 

was he creative enough to make feel special. 


Had | knew that his endless strength 
would one day come to an end, 

| would not have treated him 

less of a human being. 

Only if | knew that me taking so much 
from him would exhaust him, 

| would have reciprocated. 


Forever apologizing even when 

he was not wrong. 

Had | seen that this was a peaceful man, 
| would have seized my drama 

and settled with my insecurities. 


Now he wouldn't even look at me 
or even send a simple text 

as | have become somebody 

so toxic that he has to constantly 
avoid at all costs 
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He was such a good man to me! 
Maybe someday when | am healed, 
another good man will look my way 
and this time | will know exactly 
what to do. 
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7 days from now 


When all that rises, falls. 

and all that lives, dies. 

Let it be known that your love failed 

to keep every vow you made before God Almighty. 


How can one escape the endless tears 
flowing from the memories we shared. 
Free me from being tied 

to my loyalty towards you. 


No! It was a drift away. 
First, | understood it happened 
then the second | realise it was intentional. 


All the waves of life rushed to drown me 

and you my best friend withheld the life jacket 

from me while you observed me from afar. 

Only if you knew that | taught myself 

how to swim from the very first day | met you. 

What did you expect from a man who plays chess alone? 


Although | cannot outsmart the 
gruesome hurt incurred from 
your departure but definitely 

| will survive it and mostly strive 
again beyond it. 


| will not punish the women after you. 
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| will not treat them any less 
as a result of your disloyalty 
for they are not you 

Instead | will love them 

the same way | love myself. 


Even though regret 

and guilt trouble you 

from time to time. 

Do not waste your time to look back. 
I'll be long gone from the 

place you left me at exactly in 7 days. 
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May my darling husband, never rise! 


Oh! Lord hear my prayer, 

May my husband never rise 

From his sudden misery. 

May he be a laughingstock to his peers, 
May my purse 

Never cease to crush his ego. 

May my voice be the loudest 

And firmest in the house paid by me. 
May | remain the commanding officer 
Before our children. 

May my son know that his father is a failure 
And my daughter know best 

To stay away from good men 

Like his father. 


Oh! Precious Lord! 

May my loving husband never rise. 

Off course! He will empower his people, 
Become a great role model in society 
And definitely become a man every 
Woman would want. 

Heavenly Father do what is right 

And keep my 

Husband below the grid. 

| love to see him beg me for everything, 
How pleasant it is for him to be my sex toy, 
My robot that is enslaved by 

My daily mood. 

Oh! Lord bless him with more wicked 
Friends that take me on vacations 

He cannot afford. 
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Let none of his friends be sensible 
Enough to expose me. 


Move us into a neighborhood 
Of wicked rich men so that | may 


Serve them all on my matrimonial bed. 


My petition with You, oh Lord God 

Is to never let my husband's eyes open 
Nor bring an end to his tears. 

Become deaf to his prayers, 

Darken his life and 

Bring tragedy and unending 

Pain on his path. 

Let no one including Yourself, 

Be his Redemption. 

Oh! What a pleasure it is 

To see him hold onto his vows. 

Love me when | less deserve it, 

To attend to me 

Even when | abandon him, 

To believe me even when | flatter him, 
To listen to me even when 

| find his thoughts to be a total bore. 


What more must | do to 

Exhaust his undying love for me? 
For | have destroyed this man 
Yet |am not satisfied. 

| pray that you Lord do 

Not allow my husband to rise. 
Curse him with drunkardness. 
Let him drink heavily till death. 
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Afflict him with my diseases of unfaithfulness. 
Ridicule him before all men and 

Let his children despise him. 

Kill his mother for me, 

That witch is her only saviour. 

Oh! Precious Lord. 

Do not let my husband rise. 

Do not let his blind eyes see 

Nor let his deaf ears hear. 


Cripple him with madness. 
Lower his coffin deeper, 
Slowly and leave his spirit 


In my hands to use as | please. 


Lord, do not allow my husband to rise! 
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Have you meant Eva yet? 


She coming for your husband, 

For your family and 

For your friends. 

She is a good companion from afar. 
A sweet person, 

When she utters her words. 

She is Eva, 

The home wrecker, 

A post-graduate slanderer, 

A mother of many and 

A diva with distinction. 

In your misfortunes she comforts you 
In her mask 

And laughs at you when she is alone. 
She is beyond two faces. 


Your husband will yield to 

Her seductive gestures. 

The very gestures 

He told you about 

That Eva was making 

But because of her deep paws 

Into you 

You let it escape through the window. 
Yes! She will sleep with him severely 
Under your nose 

And you my dear will not see it for a time 
Though your friends tell you 
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That Eva is trouble 
You reckon them jealous. 


Your children call her “Aunty” 

You trust her too much with them. 
No wonder little Jimmy is 

Asking your husband James 

Why did not he marry Aunty Eva 
Instead of you? 


In a blink of an eye 

Aunty Eva now serves 

Your husband and he winks at her. 
Your children praise Aunty Eva 

So much that they stretch her 

In pictures that include them 

Your husband James. 

Even your children’s teachers 


Caution you about the dangers ahead 


But you accredited them the status of being “Gossipers”. 


Your in-laws love her 

And vouch for her to their son 
Indeed! You are losing the family 
With so much support 

Against you. 


Your husband James and Aunty Eva 
Secretly session to make love 

The enjoyment, 

The involvement and satisfaction 
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Supersedes the one you give. 

You have been neglecting your wife 
Duties substantiating that 

You had a long day at work. 


Aunty Eva can do this and that? 

Oh lady! You are losing the family 
How ignorant of you 

To let her into your home. 

Look! Now she is pregnant 

And your husband James with much 
Support even from your own children 
Is filling for divorce. 


Now, remember that you met 

Eva at the hairdresser 

Prior to your arrival 

You overheard her talking to a friend 
About how she wrecked Pearl’s home 
Then you ignored that precaution 
Because you thought she was nice 
And kind in her conversations 

Not knowing that you were 

Her next target. 


“Have you met Eva Yet?” 

, Asked the aged gorgeous lady 

Who happens to be that, “Pearl” 

From next door as you drove out of your home 
Because of Eva! 
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She met him at the motel before 
her wedding day 


Her groom has dark past 

That her insecurity vows 

Him infertile, 

So much that she pictures 

A childless and miserable marriage. 
Her ego does not allow her to stop 
The wedding. 

She is prepared to lie 

At the altar tomorrow 

But tonight 

She will meet her lover 

At the motel. 

Her high school lover, 

Whom they together vowed to celibacy 
Until they married each other. 


Yes! Tonight they shall 

Take their fill of love, 

Caring less about their to-be life partners 
Whom they are now unfaithful too. 
“Virgins break virgins” 

As they toasted to the young night. 
Kissing and tossing ona high mileage 
Bed of a two star motel 

With no protection 

As having a baby secretly together is 
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Their intention. 


She met up with him at the motel 
Before her wedding day. 

Cheers to the night 

Of a vow broken. 

To greater misery 

Than they had actually perceived. 
Little did they know 

That when her hymen broke 

As he gently entered her 

A curse from God become active. 
She shall receive sperm 

But not bear. 

He will release sperm 

But not sow. 

Until to the day of their confession. 


Indeed her wedding 

Stormed the township streets. 

Her parents giggling about their virgin daughter. 
They lied innocently! 

Years passed sadly as her face 

Saw more tears 

Caused by the names her grieving in-laws gave her 
While her motel lover found clearly 

No stability in his marriage 

As his young wife continuously nagged him 
Tirelessly to consider 

Fertility alternatives 

That his ego could not permit. 
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The secret lovers are confronted 
By their dark secret at the motel. 
The dead bones yell to be undug. 
Confess! Confess! 

Said the voice from within themselves. 
Leaving them to no rest, 

They called their families together. 
They confessed 

As both their new partners left 
Them in much shock and anger. 
News that got their 

Parents astonished for months. 


Dual divorces 

On the basis of unfaithfulness. 
Deserted by all, 

They had nobody to find comfort in 
Expect themselves. 


Again at the motel 
Their blood got warm, 
He released sperm, 
She received sperm. 
He sowed 

And she beared. 


Destiny took off its mask 


She met up with him at the motel 
Before her wedding day. 
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The innocent question 


A job seeker 

Who found work 

In the whirlwind city 
Pretoria 0185. 


Young and well-built. 

After many years of 

Hard Labour. 

No urban girl couldn't want, 
No rural girl wouldn't need. 


Smiling his way 

Out of The firm. 

Friendless and alone 

Like fresh oven baked bread 
He appears, 

Like the rising sun 

He is in the view of all. 
Nobody knows that he 

Was camping on the streets 
Living on donations 

And looking for his 

Way back home 

But today look at him 
Handsome and clean, 
Dressed simple and neat. 
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He walks into an adulterous woman, 
Flattery beyond flirt. 
Strikingly Gorgeous. 

Yes! Pampered death 

At his disposal. 

“Which way leads to train station? 
, He asked sheepishly. 

“Hold my hand and follow me” 
She passionately insisted. 

Oh no! Like oxen going 

To be slaughtered 

So he followed 

Down the passage 

Left at the corner, 

Into a dark room. 

She grabbed him tightly, 
Unwilling to resist ,he 
Enjoyed the pleasure. 

Sweet as honey 

Yet bitter like brandy. 

Like a drunk man 

He was left unsure 

Of his location. 

Looming around 

The city in the dawn. 

He knew nobody 

That all he could do 

Is to ask a simple question 
“Which way leads to the train 
Station? 

Not again! 
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Heartlines 


Heartfelt literature based on the many 
insightful observations made by the poet. 
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To my beloved children 


The world you just entered 
is not new. 

All its roads have been 
travelled so observe, ask 
Then decide. 


Imitate my best, loving 

Wise examples 

And correct my worst, evil 
And hateful examples 

In yourselves as you learn 
That even a superhero like me 
Is somehow a forgiven villain 
In the story of another . 


Have a better choice 

of friends, fit for your 

Chosen life path. 

Marry as you please 

But remember that whoever 

You marry , you must please 

And you must be pleased too 

Otherwise discontentment is a 

Neglected matter in human 

Greed , that also be aware off . 
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Refrain from depressive thoughts 
as nothing than 

the best of hell 

is offered by them. 


Gladly accept defeat especially 
When you fought your best 
But don't be cynical neither 

to the bad judgments 

Imposed upon your life 

Least be it valid points 

of introspection 

But not defining points. 


Refine yourself always 

in alignment to God Almighty. 
Find Him and let Him draw 
near to you. 

His ways nevertheless are 
without logic nor will they 
Appeal to your emotions. 
Render your journey with Him 
Off the greatest insanity. 


Give to others gladly 
, without expectations 
and generously for 
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even your season 

of lack will 

not overwhelm nor will 
your sickbed be the end 
of you. 


Don't live my life. 
Find yours 
the best way you can. 
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Today | grow younger with you 


| fought your weaknesses 
because they didn't look good 
on my ego. 

| chased you away because 

| didn't want you to see me 

at my lowest. 

| didn't want to forgive 

your faults because | wasn't 
willing to free you as my 
forever begging slave. 


In no time | looked into the mirror 
and | didn't look like love. 

| denied the true image reflected 
about me so that | may 

not look weak to you. 


Your help in many things 
made me feel useless. 
Your advices rendered 
me foolish so | 

always shut you up. 


| closed my ears when you 


prayed hoping that God Almighty 
Would not hear your intercession. 
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Stubborn you were 

as you persisted in a love 

| was no longer part off. 
Shaking off challengers 

and remarking your territory 
you stood strong! 


When you decided to leave, 

| was happy as | envisioned 
the endless opportunities 

to gallivant in many vulnerable 
thighs as my heart pleased. 


Struck by the memories 

of your love. 

Caged by the vows made. 

Haunted by the love 

| could wholeheartedly give to you. 
| found all other women worthless, 
a total bore and ensnaring 

to the core. 


Work on your heart 

Was to be done distinctively, 
Despite the advantages 

| already had over every 
Contending idiot 

Disguised as a "friend". 


| cleared my pride. 
Settled scores with my ego 
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Reconciled with the God Almighty. 


Like a decisive solider 

| was certain to come back 
with you rescued. 

Day by day, | moved 

Closer to you, my locked target 
wavering not despite 

the bearers you had already 
built around yourself 

for your own protection. 


You noted tearingly 

how it wasn't going to be 
Easy to rekindle the dying fire 
so | collected more 

dry wood. 


| remained consistent in the 
All the small things | once 
refused to do 

that you continuously 
begged me for. 


Now and then | would 

See you smile at me 

When | wasn't looking 

and | understood why 
Being loved by the man 
you highly respect 

Gave you life miraculously. 
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| was close to home 
And you my home 

Was all | could think off 
daily. 


The bond grew back. 
The friendship escalated. 


The partnership couldn't be stop. 


On my knees today 

with teary eyes 

and shaking hands 
expelling all negativity 
and fear of being rejected. 


Will you please grow 
younger with me my love? 
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Who will defend the elderly? 


Kept hostage 

In old age homes 
Experiencing the worst of harm 
From their helpers 

Are the friendly folks 

With perfect artificial teeth, 
Shaking legs, 

Wet glassed eyes, 

Cracking smiles and 

With plenty thoughtful 
True stories to tell 


Like little children. 

They can do less for themselves. 
Their own children merely visit them. 
A call to confirm their deaths 

They await, 

A call to wealth 

From many life policies taken. 

What a way to live! 


The childlessness of the barren widowers 
Haunts them especially during holidays 
That they knit their sorrows away. 

Many request heavy doses of medicine 
To escape from this misery. 
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When the father who has spent 
His years out with his buddies 
While his son won trophies 

That he was never there to share 
Weeps bitterly 

And blames himself 

To his own death. 


Who will defend these elders? 

The regrets of their lives roam 

At the rise of the sun 

To its set. 

Paying the price of apartheid 

Are the old white man 

That now live at the mercy 

Of the black helper’s mood. 
Checklists completed 

With no work done. 

As the elders bend 

Their broken bones 

To clean their own rooms 

At the harsh command of the helper 
Even the goodies their grandchildren 
Secretly give them are taken from them 
By the helpers. 


Nobody is willing to defend them. 
Their own children are still full of anger 
Towards them over the opportunities 
They couldn’t give them. 
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Their stories of cruelty in the old-age homes 
Are seen as good revenge 

by their own children. 

Their sincere apologies at their hour 

Of death are not heard by 

Their children. 


Who will defend these elders? 

God will! 

Watch as God’s spares no vengeance 
The health of their marriages suffer 
Neither do they prosper 

In their ventures 

They sink boats while tragedies 
Never cease in their midst 

Yet God will protect 

The thoughtful grandchildren 

But will not spare the rod 

On their parents until they 
Remember and repent genuinely 
Both the elder’s helpers and their children 
Will serve this punishment. 


Once again | plead with you 
Love your elders 

God is their defendant 
Care for them 

God will pay you back 
Double for your trouble. 
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His trails | could no longer see 


As the sun raced 

To its work so was 

He no more. 

Greeted by tears 

On the face of she 

Who bore me. 

Oh! | was too young 

To understand that 

My own father was a polygamist, 
Having as many women as 

He could see so was this 
Eligible gentleman in uniform. 
A father he was unknowingly 
To those who ignorantly 
Called him “Uncle”. 

Even to this day | long to 
Know all my siblings, as 

To how many nieces and 
Nephews | have. 


Oh! As he left 

My mother and | prized the scent 

He left on the pillows and the blankets, 
Much comfort we found in those 

As we wept unendingly. 
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Like a wild horse, | ran home 
At the school’s winter closure 
Hoping to find him. 

Fruitless! 


Oh! He left 

Without any utterance. 
Like a thief, 

He stole himself from us. 


Without proper reference of 
Fatherhood inspired by my glance 
At the mother’s tears with my young 
Sister in her arms. 


With no shiny new school shoes 

For Christmas. 

| raced home with my peers, 
Pretending to share in their happiness 
Of their fathers’ return 

While | was bitter like bile 

From within. 


When his trails | could no longer see 
| accepted him as dead 
And lived with that conscience. 
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God proved his innocence 
Accused of an act 
He did not commit. 
Look afar at angry 
Crowds that have 
no evidence 
To the act. 
Ready to judge, 
They conceal their own 
Sins that deserve stoning. 
Thought to have shamed 
Another man’s wife then 
Slaughtering him 
Just because the accused 
Had an argument 
With the deceased 
Prior to the day of his death. 


There has to be an intervention 

As the conscience of the judge 

Gives him no rest. 

He cannot hammer uncontested judgment. 
He runs to his closet to pray 

For good judgment. 

His short return to the 

Assembly was anointed 

That the adulterous wife 

Confessed all there is. 
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Like fuel poured on heaps 
Of burning coal 


So was the rage of the people more. 


Before the judge could 
Floor the hammer. 

She and her lover were 
Covered with brutal rocks 
And blood dripping stones. 


The mocking bird lives 
To mock carefully. 
He is spared! 
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He forgave him still 
A little boy 
Who looked up to him 
Saw no imperfection 
As he loved him dearly 
Regardless of the tempers 
That troubled him. 
He found a broken heart 
Calling always afar for mending. 


To the night 

His feet couldn’t 

Set foot 

In a flood of blood. 

He looked into his eyes 
And held his hand. 
Suffering pain he didn’t 
Deserve so is this little boy 
Who forgave him. 


Take me to the day 

Where his eyes slept 

From the punches 

He got for no reason 

Regardless of that he loved him still. 


As the years retired 
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So his strength to strike 

Lost flow. 

His mocking companions, 
Mocked the dead lion 

Whose pride saw no more glory. 


Remember the little boy 

Yes! He loved him still. 
Serving him with all his might 
At all times. 


When the little boy 

Grew no more. 

He glowed more with love 
For him. 

Before one rainy summer, 
So did he pass 

Having confessed to the boy 
His unjust deeds 

And receiving the gift 

Of salvation. 

So was this little boy’s 
Mission complete. 


At the entrance before the lord 

This little boy appeared in the presence 
Of millions of crusaders 

To receive a crown 

Of persistence in love. 

The secret was not in saving many 

At once but saving more 
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By doing love right to one at a time 
Because that is a lot of translation 
For many generations. 
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Tell me a story 
About a girl who has 
Done the worst 
Yet God's best is not 
Withheld from her 
Nevertheless she found her 
Identity in the Lord Jesus Christ but 
Her dying body 
Can't live no more. 


Meet the boy whose hands 
Are dripping with blood and 
Who won't live to see 

His children. 

The ladies he raped are pregnant 
And they refused to abort. 
Afar, is a multitude 

Of angry people. 

Only a few are merciful 

To his unrighteousness 
That before they killed him 
On that very street, 

He accepted the Lord. 


Tell me a story 

Of the young man who has kept 
Himself for his marriage. 

The wife whose was dishonest 
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From the first day about her virginity. 
The countless foetuses, 
She withdrew from herself 


Yes! None of this was ever mentioned. 


Tell me about 

The virgin who thinks 

He is taken by a good man 

Just because he sings 

And preaches well at church. 

How is this young man? 

That seven other girls in different 
ministries are impregnated by him 
Oh! Lord 

Why has not she prayed about this? 
No wonder she is now prey. 


Tell me a story. 

A good will help 

Wash my sorrows away. 
A funny one 

To cheer me up. 

Tell me a good story. 
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